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out of Wales, made the historic house about him creak and groan
through all its ancient beams and rafters. Thus had it groaned
when the emissaries of Henry hunted out of its seclusion the
last faithful servants of the Abbey. Thus had it groaned when
the spies of James dragged forth the unhappy preachers who
had supported Monmouth. The whole conflicting tenor of Dave
Spear's life-struggle with himself would have been revealed had
his dream been written down.. "For the sake of the future," lie
kept muttering, when, as dictator of his commune, he gave orders
for the Abbey Ruins to be destroyed and the Mayor's new build-
ings to be levelled with the ground. Clean and fresh rose, in his
dream, the new Ynis-Witrin, founded, this time, not on the
tricks of kings and priests, but on the equal labours and rewards
of wo-rkingmen. "For the sake of the future I" he cried in his
sleep as he watched the destruction of shrine after shrine.
But if Dave's dreams that night were drastic, the conduct of
his fellow-conspirator, Red Robinson, who was awake and drink-
ing and making love, in complete imperviousness to this mys-
tical procession of bodiless shapes, was neither very drastic nor
very brave. Red had persuaded Sally Jones to sit up with him
after closing hours in the back parlour of St. Michael's Inn. This
was a proceeding that would have got the good-natured land-
lord into trouble had it been discovered, but Red had grown
so tired of his miserably hurried interviews with the girl., in
her mother's home and his mother's home, after her day's work
at the Geards', that he had broken away from his usual caution.
Sally, who had. a latch-key of her own, would just have to tell
her mother that Miss Cordelia had kept her late that day to
help with the preparations for her wedding. They had decided
that it was best that Sally when she left St. Michael's near mid-
night, should walk home alone and should even make a short
detour so; as to approach her home from the direction of the
Geards, "Neighbours be such ones for noticing things,'3 she had
said, "and 'tis no good to start a lot of talk when there be no
cause for talk." To this sentiment Mr. Robinson had given a
cordial assent. He found himself, as a matter of fact, extremely
comfortable in the little, seldom-used inn-parlour ..with half a
bottle of gin unfinished on die table and a good fire in the grate.